than anything elge,” ho added.
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The Réns&n Why.

Somebody—a erusty old bachelor, of
vonrse—inqguires why, when Eve was man-
ufactured of a spare rib, a servant was not
made at the samoe time to wait on her?— |
Somebody elre, & woman we imagine, re. |
plies in the following strain : Becanse Adam |
never cpume whining to Eve with a ragged |
stocking to be dumed, collar string to be |
sewed on, or o glove to mend “right away, |
tuick now "' Beeause lie never read the
newspapers until the sun got down behind |
the palm trees, and then stretehing ont,
yawned, ** Aint supper most ready, my
dear?” Not he. He make the fire and
hung the kettle over it himself, we venture; |
and pnlled the radishes, peeled the potatoes
and did everything clse he ought to do. He |
milked the cows, fed the chickens, and |
looked after the pige, himself, and he never
brought home a half a dozen fviends to din-
ner when Eve hadn't any fresh pomegran-
ates.  Ile never, stayed out il late
at o political meeting, hurrahing for an out
and out eandidate, and then scolded be-
cause poor Eve was sitting up and crying
ingide the gates.  Tle never played billinds,
ralled ten ping, and drove fast horses, nor
vhoked Eve withtobaccosmoke.  He never
loafed around corner groceries while Lve
was rocking little Cain's evadle at home.—
In short, he didn't think she was especially
created for the purpose of waiting on him
und wasn't under the impression that it dis-
graced 4 man to lighten o new wife's cares
a little, That's the reason Eve did not need
ahived girl, and with it was the reason that |
ler fair descendants did.”

—— O
Naot so Bad,

Macready’s handwritng was curiously il- |
legible, and especially when writing orders
of admission to the theater,

Oue day at
New Orleans, My Brougham obtained one
of thuse from him fora friend, On haud-
ing it to the gentleman the latter observed
that il he had not known what it purported
to be, he would never have suspected what,
it was. ¢

It looks more like n preserviption

HBo it does,” said Mr. Brougham, ot
us o and luve it made up.'”

Turning into the noarest drug store, the
paper wis given to the clerk, who gaveit g
earcless glance and then procecdoerd to got ol
phial ready, and to pull out divers hoxes.—
With another look at the order, down camo
w bineture bottle, and the phial was half |
led,  Then there was o pauso. . The Hon-
tlemanly attendant was evidontly pnzzlod, |
At Inst hie broke down completely, und
vang for his principal, an elderly andsevere
Inoking individual, wha presently emerged
from the inner sanctum.  The two whispor-
ed together an instant, when the old dis-
penser looked at the documoent, and with
i expression of pity for the ignorance of
his subordinate, boldly filled the phial with
some apochayphal fluid, and duly corked
and labelled it. Then handing it to the
gentlemen who were waiting, ho sail with
abland smile, © congh mixture and a very
wood one.  Fifty conts it yon pleaxe, "

]

]

Poctical Selections.
't‘ i‘)

A MOTHER'S TRAYER,

Y ADBY BAGKE

FEYHE fowers nre shut and bowed with dew,
I The tredcs stand bushed, sod tall, and dim,
A5 In the soft and tendoer light,
Two children sing their evening hymn,

Une singer's elustering loeks sare dark,
And one s Toeks of golden hoe:

Oue looks through black nnd tashing eyes,
Thi: other's eyes are swoestest biue.

Then jolning hands in loving elnap,
They mingle dark amd goliden hiir,

As heading st their mother's knee,
They each repeit an evening  prayer,

One asks that o'er her little bed,
The angels' gentle wateh niny Keep:
The yonungest lsps, in reyverent tone,
His “ Now T lay me down to sleep,”

Deep in her heart the mother prays,
Whille tear drops dim Ler Hfted eyes:

The Hstening angels gathetod near
May hear her voleeless praver arise.

She knows how woak are earthly ties,
The mother's love, how poor and [rail—
And for her helpless THetle ones,
She seeks the love whieh eannot full,

She prays that, with His fondest eare,
The tender Father up in Heaven,
May help her gulde to nobile ends,
The precious lves his love hos given,

Thus from that hushod and boly hour,
Their softened spirits drink repose
Till gently round their blending forins
The deepor shades of evening close,

My First Patient.

A DOCTOI’S STORY.

N ORPHAN, almonst from birth, atar

{ L X age beforo my recollection, my grand -

father, a man of large property, had die |
intestate, and to me, as the lineal heir, tho
property had fallen.  In the belief that
this property wis mine, Ihad grown up ‘o
manhood, a gay, light-hearted, impulsive
fellow, who had never seen aught of life “ut
 bright, easy side, The only touch of the
practical thers was about me was passion
for the study o1 medicine, and this 1 had
pursued to aveally considerable ey tent,
the mere love of it.

for

One day,ns T was rummaging among some
old papers in the "iwvary, [happenad to pnll
out from & corner whoero it had lain undis-
turbed for many a year, a paper, yollow and
worn with age.
riosity.

There at the end, was (he signatire, firm
and bold, of my grandfather, and albove it
my eyes read the words that made my brain
spin like o top, for it was the last will and
testownont of Willlnm Launee, anl it gave

and bequeathed all his'property, not to me, |
bt to Alicia Orton, & person whese very |
| name and existence were hitherto urlmown

to me.

The shock was o severe one b overy way,
but most of all my pride was touched. [ had
lived on whit was not my own all my days,
Could T live another hour withont giviag up
this property to its rightful owner? T was
young and impulsive with o full shavo of that
pride which had always heen a leading trait
of the Launces, and I thought less of what
anmighty chiange this involved for me than
of dispossessing mysell of that which was
never mine.

But who and where was this Aicin Orton® |

Who wonld know ?  Grandfather, s lawyor
was dead, the witnesses were dead, Baht',
I said, impatiently, Everybody is deud. -

Hoy waity there is old Aunt Rhoda, she may

| know."  And locking (he will enrefully in

the drawer where I had found it, 1 went in
search of this individual,

I found her knitting, smoking, and wock-

ing with equal vigor In the full enjoyment
of undisturbiad possession of (hat chinotic
region, lier own room,

At sight of me a smile of delight spread

[ unfolded it with idle ou- |

over her broad dusky face, whose color was

{ finely set off by the snowy whiteness of her
kinky hair.

“Well, byess do Lord ' shie said Joyons.

[ 1y, *“of heve aint my boy, acomin’ to see

| me inmy own room, de voom he gib me all |

Well, there, |
elair for ity the chairs is pooty much ocen- |

[ for mysell,  Bet down, cliile,
piet.  “Tis ‘mazin’ how things gots heaped
{up with me clarin® up all the time.  Yis,
| honey, jist turn dem tings rite out on de
floor.  Dey aint much eount—jist o few
stockings I was gwine to cut over for Nan-
cy s chil'en.”
“ Aunt Rhoda,” I said, as soon as I eould
{ get ina word, ““do you know, or did you
[ ever know a person by the name of Alicin
Orton,™”
“Lord, massy, yes! Well, no, naot 'zactly
: cider, but I know about de moder ob her,
| she vat was Marvgerot Reeves, an married
Orton, but artersaarried your grandfuther,
an’ I'il say dat of Tam talkin' to you. But
dar de Lord, 'mows yo aint nownys to
blame, sodon’t yer trouble yerself, honey,™
said slee, with the rambling garrulity of old
| age.
| Ought. {6 have married my grandfathor?
i Why?*™ T aid, trying to bring her back to
| that, head of her discourse.
| “Why? Hadn'ta man orter My o
| gall whes he hangs around her a year or
{ oo, and gets her so she aint no eyes nor
[ nothin' for nobody but him? His folks
| beat 1im outof it, yer see. Nobody neber
| was ood enongh for de Launces dem days,
{ But he repented on it, "pend on dat, He
nev 2 took no comfort wid de woman he
married, and neber was like himsell arter-
‘ ward,  Bnt yer aint in uno wise to blame
aaout it, ef she was yer grandmother, hon-
| u)‘."
Poor old aunt Rhoda! She had always
 soft place in her hemt for her boy, as she
| wlways called me hig and little.”

‘ I began to see throngh this matter. My

grandfather had willed his property o the
| ehild of his o'd sweetheart asan atonement,
l There wassomething of spite mingled with

| afterwards, when aunt Rhodn explained his
[ eruel and complete ignoring of me, by in-
{forming me that he never manifested
[ the slightest fatherly feeling for his own son
{my father, geeming only to regard him  as
the child of the wife he hated,

* Do you know where this Alicin Ovton is
| now 2" T sadd again.

I “Wal, no; yis, p'raps [ do.  'Pears now
| I head Naney say somethin® about a Miss
Orton that was teachin music to Niss Price’s
lehil’en, when she was down to Fairbank’s
on a visit. . Nancy,"' she said, elevating her
| voice to o higher key, **what was that -
sie teachin® Orton’s fust name 9
| Antd from somo invisible quarter eame
back the fateful veply

** Alioia,'?

“Aunt Rlioda,," T said, * this place, and
all T have so long thought was mine, is this
Alicin Orton's. T have discovered today,
that grandfather left o will and by that
will every dollar of this property is given to
[ her.™
| The good olil ereature’s aged eyes filled
with tears, and she voeked herself back and
| forth in u state of great dismay and sym-

pithy,
| Don’t yer neber say nothin' "Lout it,
honey, neber. e hadn'e no vight to will
his propeity 'way from his own blood that
way, I neber see sich topsy-turvy world
as dis is 1 'clave for it I'm glad I'm *most
| down to Jordan's shore., Dat’a what Yo
grandfather wanted to fell 'em an' conld-
n't, whar dat ar was, e had  stroke you
| see, an” neber conld speak or Jift & fingoer
arterit, an' all the time a tryin® to, three
| days an' nights.  Hoe was an
| close commundoned kind of wan. Neber
| told nobody nothin®. Doy asked him (his
lawyer man died jist before he did yor see)
of dar was any will, an' some thonght he
ll meant yes, an' komo no,

awflul

found none, so nobiudy don't kuow uothing

this more Christian-like spirit, 1 thought |

but dey neber |

| *bout ity an, don't you, honey, My *vice is
Jist say nothin' 'bout it.  You've had it so
| long, and you ought to have it any way,—
Blood is blood, *member dat, my boy.

* Aunt Rhoda,™ I said, fecling very chiy-
alvous aud strong to do and dare, * do you
suppose I'd live o day longer on  what is
another's? T'd starve firsl, there is not
| much danger of that. Ifa young girl can

get her own living I should think that I
might.™

Yis, chile, but yer sce that yer wamn't
brought up to it.
inde world, dat does,” said aunt Rhoda,
with a dubious shake of the head.

But I paid little attention to her croaking
and a feverish haste possessed me to divest
mysell’ of my unlawful riches. I could
searcely boar the air T breathed, the food 1
ate, the house T lived in, T communicated
the discovery of the will at once by lotter to
Miss Orton, and commencod settling up
matters as fast as possible preparatory to go-
ing to the West which was thena popular El
Dorado. T thought that I had knowledge
I enough to set up for a physicinn there,

1 did not wish to stay and meet my sue-
cessor. It did not seem to me that I could
fiice her, for I had a strange unreasonable
feeling of shame at having kept her proper.
erty from her so long. Bhe answered my
letter in a womanly yet business-like style,
begging me in a delicate manner to con-
sider the old place my home and remain there
a5 usual.

In return for this I wrote a cold, proud,
letter declining the offer, and pledging my
word that I would as soon as possible make
up the value of the only picce of property I
had sold.

Then I disposed of my guns, fishing ap-
paratug, and a number of other expensive
articles which'T did not see that a woman
could have any use for and started, cutting
mysell adrift from all my old moorings and
setting myself afloat on the world's untried

[ sea, as ignorant of its shoals and deeps ns n

man could well be.

I settled in a Western town, and waited,
till hope deferred, pride, disappointment
| and hard fare wronght such a chauge in
| me thnt many an hour I sat doubting my
own identity. *“This way maduess lies,”
| atidd g0 at last T eame to the rash resolve to
[ leave a world which made me despise my-
[ self for my inability to conquer,

One doesn’t often come to snicide all at
mee except in love affairs, T think.
ides had haunted and dogeed me for weeks.
| First it was thought whose entrance into
| my heart shocked me, and was shown out
| in hugh haste. Then, material objects be-
| gan to Haunt and  tempt me. T got afvaid
| of my little medicine case—there were cer-

tnin littlo bottles there that took on a
| strange fascination. Sometimes the gleam

of a knife in ashop window wounld give

ma o turn—*“there’s a short ent to death’™

I'd think. Geton, get on, for the love of

Heaven—Launcelot Launce !  Then the

times grew harder and T never crossed a

bridge but T whispered, “drowning is an

easy death to die. A little plunge and all

is over." Set your fool quick on the firm
Lavwncelot Launes, or never upon
the firm shore shall you set your foob ngain!
{ Well, T'wrestled with amd fonght it for
| & while, then I dallied with it, and then 1
| hugged it, and here 1T was an abte-bodied
[ maxy, and all that, and abouot to kill myself
[ because T'ecouldn™ got bread to pub in my

mouth, You despise me ¢
{ your place.
I suppose bmnger made me a little light-
headed. At any rate, the strongest feeling
[ had as T sat aver my last stick of wood,
‘ with my pistol in hand, was that it really

wis amost stupendons joke, that T shiould
be freezing and starving and about to take
my own life. The idea of dining oft Bevres
und silverone New Yenrs day, and commit-
ting suicide the next for want of o evust! —
| To bo sure neither Sevres nor silver was my
town but T had been Jaboring under the mis-
take of supposing them to be 20 all my life
| 80 the cffect was the same,

| shore,

Soshould T in

Makes all the differcnce -

Tho |

|

|  Thad a strange feeling at the moment of
being not one, but three—the me of olden
time, the me of latter days and the me
contemplating theso two former personnels,

a8 one might a couple of his own photo.
graphs,

“You were a gay, debonnair sort of fel

{ low,"" T said, turning to one of these, “ and

[ & merry dance youmade of life, and i 1

were to introduce you to this," turning o

l the other, “It would be komewhat afterthis
fashion, self toself’s ghost,"”

In that hour which one would naturally
have supposed {o be a solemn one, I was
rather possessed “of a feeling of strange bi-
sarrelightness, and Tlanghed at faney, while
I examined my pistol with & touch almost
caressing,

At this moment a most remarkable thing
happened—a most uncommon and unusual
| thing, My office bell rang,

I had waited so long in vain forthis same
event to ocenr that I had half a mind  to
II treat it disdainfully, with contempt at this
j eleventh hour. But after all when one
plays at balance with life and death, each
! one should have a fair field amd ao favor,
s0 I laid my pistol by with a whispered
* Wait " and answered the sammons,

I recognized the porter of-tlhe Parley
House as 1 opened the door,

“Yees wanted at the hoose,” he said, in
his broad Irish brogue, “there’s n grand
leddy sint for yees,™

“Very well, Tim,”” I answersd as non-
chalently asit * grand leddies, were inthe
habit of sending for Doctor Launce at all
hours, “1'11 bo along divectly,”

As I stepped back into my room for my
overcoat, the pistol shining on the shelt
seemed somehow very different from what
it had a few moments before. T even was
conseions of a little shudder as [ glanced
that way, and as I walked along over the
erisp snow, the keen, bracinmg air sceme:d
torouse and awnken rae ns if from n night-
mare.

But if I had any visions of achieving a
professional reputation from the difficulty
of this providential case of mine, they were
| dissipated at once ns 1 entered one of the
parlors of the Darley House and saw before
me my putient,  Never was the seat of per-
fect health more plainly set on lip and
| chieek, or displayed in the full flowing of
| & woman's figure than in hers who awnited
| me, half reelined on a deep Juxuriant arnu-
chair

| Doubtless my face Detrayed my astonish-
ment, for, dismissing the servant on some
trifling eriand she said, the roses deepening
,l in her cheeks, and a shade of embarmss.
[ ment porceptible in her voiee, despite her
assured coolness :

“Younreright Doctor Lannee. T am e
more sick than you sie. Amd yet for rea-
sons that 1 cannot explain, bt which T as-
l sure you ark not in the slightest degres vo-
prehensible, T wish to appear so,  If you
will only treat me as nearly as possihly
as youwould if Iwere afllicted with violent
pnenmonin, I will bo &0 very, very muel
obliged.™

|
|
i
[ The large, soft, brown eves lovked plead
|in,r.-.|y full into mine, and the rieh voicr
wis full of enlreaty as she profiered this
| singulure request.
| 1 hesitated a little, more from  astonisl
{"ment than aoything clse.

H1 pledge yonmy word you shall neve
rogret ity she snid, * nov I she added a i
tle proudly, !

Just then the seyvant re-entercd. A
well simulated ®xpression of pgin crossed
her fadr ee ad she guickly put Her hand 1.
Lo, side.

There was no time for further considey: -
tion ; 1 acceptod the situation.

‘ The pain is slmost constant now, is i

not PV 1 said gravely, Then sonting my.
self at the table, and remarking thar Louits
fiequently put up ‘my own preseription, !
propared & potion supposed to be very pow-
erful, but of courw perfoctly simple il
| homless,

I _ﬁttle gloam of pleasure in hereye dli

&
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